CHAPTER XXIX

THE CROWN OF THORNS

DAVID ARNOT lay wide open-eyed in the
darkness. He was alone. As he was to die
in the morning, his tormentors no longer had
instructions to prevent his sleeping* But he
had lost the power to sleep. Did the dead
sleep, he wondered ? No, surely not; they
had passed from the dark night of visible life
into the realm of the awakened spirit, God's
kingdom of eternal sunrise.

"God------?"

David tried to feel the presence of a God of
love and mercy; tried to look up beyond the
anguish of betrayal, desolation, ruin, mockery
of justice, up to the stars. But the night was
starless, and the cruelty of man weighed on
him so heavily that it seemed to blot out God.
Was it possible that God had made man in
His own image ?

The night wore slowly onwards, each
moment like an hour, each hour as an eternity
of grief. " Where there is most power of
feeling, there of martyrs is the greatest martyr/*
and David's broken body now troubled Mm
less tHan his tortured soul; for there are